# People tell me I don't know how people work

**Abstract**: _What happens to the good memories you make with someone who isn't good for you after they're gone?_  
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[![Text message conversation between me and a guy I liked. He asks me why I call myself naive. I say I've been told I don't know how people work. He says I follow my heart, and that I should stay the way I am. The conversation text overlays a picture I took of a seagull in flight against a blue sky at the beach.](https://archive.org/download/kris.eu.org_naive/naive.JPG "Naive")](https://www.flickr.com/photos/130606993@N03/20215874013/ "View 'Naive' on Flickr")

Today I was free, or close to it. Enough to spend a few hours at the beach with my dad and brother. Enough to stretch beneath the sun and wiggle my toes in the sand and allow my mind to process its first, however foolish, romantic letdown. Apparently this involves rereading text messages he sent in July, the ones advising me to stay naive because it's a sign I follow my heart.

Part of the hurt lives in the kindness he showed me. He was right: I'm backwards with people. First impressions of me are usually timid, a little standoffish. But the truth is that I still trust easily. Even now. This is because I want to know real stories--know them in the same ways I wish to be known. And I want to not believe the things I think about myself. As long as someone accepts my story, accepts me, I can think, _Maybe those things I tell myself aren't true._ But once they leave--once I'm written off--there's a deep pain, the darkness of oceans, the loneliness of space.